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There sits an old lady, somber and gray, 
A book on her knees upholding. 

Slowly, patiently, day by day. 

The leaves of the book unfolding. 

And children are clustered about her knee 
" Oh, show us the pages faster! 

The pretty pictures Vm eager to see!* 
" Each page has its day, little master'* 



FOREWORD 

I am told that Balmat was the first man to ascend 
Mt. Blanc. Time and again had he tried to reach 
the summit, but the steeps balked him. One day, 
though, he did find his way to the very pinnacle, 
and recounting it afterwards, he said: ** I was king 
of Mt Blanc; I was the statue of that inmiense 
pedestal." Since then many a man has climbed 
that alp, footing it up the precipitous heights, daring 
the untrod, changing crusts of snow and ice, leap- 
ing rifts where a misstep meant a dash to eternity, 
till at last he stood, a king, looking down on the 
lowlands lost in mists. But no weakling, no de- 
pendent, no one with much less strength than Bal- 
mat, has made the ascent. Only those who have 
previously tramped miles and miles to harden their 
legs, only those who have looked over sheer es- 
carpments and assured themselves of steady heads, 
only those who have had experience, have gone up 
the heights. 

Perhaps, comrade, there is an analogy in the fore- 
going to books and reading. After you have lived 
about so much, and seen and read and thought 
about so much, you arrive at the point where you 
see nothing new. You climb heights you never 
climbed before, but they are merely other phases of 
other alps you have climbed. We enjoy the fellow- 
ship of those who have gone the way we have, and 
our favorite writer is he who writes that which at 
bottom most reflects our own experience. He tells 
of the morning start all fresh and gay; of the ad- 
vance up and on; of the crevasses where men go 
down to die clutched in the walls of ice; of the 



light of the sun dazzling from peak on peak; of the 
glacier, the snowdrift, and the gasping for breath 
where the atmosphere is rare ; of the groping through 
'clauds;7then, tired but grateful, of the stand on the 
> summit and the look over the valley. We too are 
sad and glad and grim and tender. 

Of the making of verses, doggerel, yawps, and 
>blats, there is no end. Rare is the one who has ap- 
proached his task saying: '' I want to make some- 
-thing fine, something that will show the best and 
truest of myself, something that will be a gratifica- 
tion to the highest and strongest in me." Yet that 
IS the ^irit in which I believe Philip Green Wright 
has written out these pieces of poetry. Are they to 
be classic? Not all of them. But there are pas- 
sages that so accurately, so sincerely, and with such 
heart-stir reflect what every thinking, feeling man 
and woman knows, that they will live a long time. 
-Cut these words and they will ble^d. There is a 
^man back of them. 

There are outlooks here across marshes where 
miasma lurks and reptiles creep and crawl, but here 
and there for your eyes are marsh lilies and scarlet 
sage. (You have seen marsh lilies and scarlet 
^sage?) Beyond the marshes is the sea, and as you 
•gaze, the wayfaring boats pass on to their ports. 
'Farther beyond, the sea meets the sky. That is 
where the sun rises, that is where the dawn dares ! 

Charles A. Sandburg. 
Smjnila, Del., April 28, 1904. 
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THE DIAL OF THE! HEART 

The clocks that follow faithfully 

The sun upon its way 
Record, the time but bunglingly; 

When She is near, is day. 

The stars may come; the quiet moon 
May shed her silver light; 

But' when I gaze upon Her eyes 
It surely is not night. 

Time fiieth fast, or lingers slow, 

By no mechanic art; 
The unconscious heavens cannot know 

The dial of the heart. 
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SUMMONS OF LOVE 

The yellow light shines full against my face. 
I sit at mom and watch the motes, that chase 
Each other down the long beams from the sun; 
Mere dust, but golden when thus shone upon. 
And are the birds, the sparkling fields, the streams, 
Like the gay motes, a cheat, a dkzin of dreams? 

Come, Love! 
With dewy fingers from the crimson east. 
Be thou my doubt's interpreter, my priest. 

Come, Love, make the day rtal. 

The day is done, the bird has sought his nest. 
The silly motes are dancing to the west. 
Long shadows point their fingers east, and say: 
" Tdl, if thou canst, why thou hast lived this day. 
Our arms shall fold thy labors, hopes, and schemes, 
Till they shall be to thee no more than dreams." 

Come, Love! 
With radiance from the west and bid me say: 
" For thy dear sake it is, Fve lived today." 

Come, Love, make the day real. 
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SERENADE 

Why must thou sleep, my Love, 
While I, thy lover, wake? 
The morning soon will break: 

Why must thou sleep, my Love? 

It is the hour of love; 
Amid the laughing stars 
Glows Venus warm by Mars: 

It is the hour of love I 

O Love, thou art my sun I 
Throw wide thy lattice; o'er 
Thy world a splendor pour: 

O Love, thou art my sun I 

Awake, and let me in; 

There in thy deep, white breast, 
Oh, let me find my nest: 

Awake, and let me in. 



13 



SUNRISE 

Lo! through the tremulous 

Air slips a warning, 
Hushing the emulous 

Heralds of morning. 

Every heart waiteth now, 

Every breath bateth now, 

Nature awaiteth now, 

Waiteth the morning. 

Grand spontaneity, 

Sweet adulation; 
Immanent deity 

Trances creation. 
One vast propensity 
Thrills the immensity, 
All is intensity, 

Smothered elation. 

One shrill note shivereth 
Down from the ether. 

Where the lark quivereth; 
Instant, beneath her, 

What oratorios, 

Grandly victorious. 

Herald the glorious 
Day from the ether I 
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A-WHEEL 
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The day is dancing over the lea; 

Sun and moon and the stars to me, 

Wake ! for the orient weaver flings 

His shuttle of light through the warp of things, 

And the night mist, shot with the morning, yields 

An Ariel garment over the fields. 

Wake! for the tuneful choirs above 

Hymn the hour of awakening love, 

And even thy morning-glories seem 

To trumpet the sunrise into thy dream. 

Wake! too long doth thy lover wait 

In the shadow of night beside thy gate. 

Comes a hush in the morning air, 
A light step hurrying down the stair. 
The door swings open; oh, glad surprise! 
A second sunrise doth light my skies 
With clouds of glory through all my brains: 
Ice and fire are in my veins. 
As, light and dimpling, I feel her rest 
With the poise of a bird against my breast. 
Yielding the nectar of her lips. 
Cool and pure as the clover tips. 

We mount by her gate and smoothly glide 
O'er pavements empty and still and wide. 
The silent houses like dragons keep 
Their victims sunk in enchanted sleep — 
Asleep! while the world in its onward. flight 
Rushes on to new fields of light. 
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The noisy factory is silent now, 
The din of traffic, the tipsy row 
In dive and hovel where, huddled sheep, 
The fringe of civilization sleep. 

Over the dty, the hush of death ; 

We make our escape with bated breath 

To the open prairie, wide and fair, 

And fill our lungs with its unspoiled air ; 

Feeling the homely content and joy 

Of the fat, flat farmlands of Illinois. 

We see the wealth of a nation bom 

In the parallel lines of waving corn, 

Stretching as far as the eye can see. 

And in acres of oats and timothy. 

Sweet with the morning ; and oh, the breath 

Which a meadow of dewy white clover hath ! 

Over the dusty road we race, 

A glow of gladness upon her face. 

The mother brown-thrasher slips over the edge 

Of the wayside osage orange hedge ; 

The redhead his morning drum-beat rolls 

From the long, gaunt lines of telephone poles. 

From whose wires at successive intervals 

Dicksissel his cheery greeting calls. 

By the roadway miles of tall, rank weeds 

Ripen for farmers unwelcome seeds, 

Mustard and nettle, vetch and peas, 

The swarthy country's autochthones; 

While here and there in a tangle grows. 

Fragrant and frail, the sweet, wild rose. 
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Free and light as an antelope, 

On we speed to a grassy slope, 

Where the road dips down to a little run 

Fringed with timber. The morning sun 

Slips through the boughs in shimmering streams, 

Flecking the ground with his yellow beams, 

Down through maple and elm and oak. 

In chase of the vanishing fairy folk. 

Even the little muddy run. 

Knowing the speech of the morning sun. 

Answers his summons, inclusive, wide. 

With a face all shining and glorified. 

A care-free laugh and a mighty boimd ! 
Down the hillside our wheels spin round ; 
Over the bridge and half way up 
On the other side, at last we stop. 

O love, who compassest land and sea, 

O love, who knowest nor bond nor free; 

Nor high nor humble nor rich nor poor. 

Knocking at palace and peasant's door ; 

Who makest thy home in the ball-room's glare, 

Who breathest the thin, high mountain air ; 

Loving all places, to me it seems. 

Best thou lovest the banks of streams ; 

Ever such graceful slopes as these. 

Overshadowed by noble trees. 

Where cathedral music the low wind weaves. 

And the sunlight filters through rustling leaves: 

Here, the youth of all ages tell. 

Most of all thou preferr'st to dwell. 
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There on the breezy hillside's crest 

In deep white-clover we make out nest, 

All by ourselves from the world apart, 

Spirit to spirit and heart to heart. 

But of all that was said or done or heard, 

Never a squirrel shall tell a word — 

Though none is needed when thought doth roll 

In waves telepathic from soul to soul. 

And we lunched : I think on such wheaten bread 

As Hebe served on Olympus' head; 

Oaten wafers and crimson jam, 

Thin, pink slices, celestial ham. 

Made from a fairy's dream of pig; 

Some rare delection of date and fig. 

With a far away flavor of spice and quince. 

Never tasted before or since. 

Little it skills what the bread is of. 

Dipped in the wine of youth and love. 

And so we linger ; the hours pass. 
The low wind billows the sea of grass. 
The oak leaves rustle, the breath comes sweet 
From the blossoming clover about our feet. 
The squirrel chattered, the thrasher sung: 
" While thou lovest, the world is young." 
From a willowy perch his gospel flung: 
" While thou lovest, the world is young." 

The hours, a triumphal pageant, pass. 
The shadows are long on the yellow grass. 
In colors that never shall fade away, 
The sun had painted a perfect day; 
With a lingering look at his dying glow. 
We rise from our fragrant nest to go. 
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Wc enter in triumph the sleeping town ; 

The stars of heaven, our victor's crown ; 

And wavering shadows, ill-defined. 

In our path from the planet of love behind. 

And was it early or was it late, 

When I left the maid at her father's gate? 

But over and over, for my delight, 

One sweet song rolled in my dreams that night. 

The happy song that the thrasher sung: 

" While thou lovest, the world is young; " 

And I knew, dear heart, that our world was young, 

Ever, forever and ever, young. 



ON THE LAKE AT NIGHT 

My darling in my arms lies sleeping: 
The full moon looketh down ; how wondrous white 
The upturned face within its holy light: 

Hushed is my heart's tumultuous leaping. 

The moon glides on ; the landscape listens : 
The shadow of a smile dwells on her lips. 
Crossed on her gentle breast her finger tips. 

Upon her lash one tear-drop glistens. 

Reverent, I stroke the waving hair: 
No impious thought shall steal into her bliss : 
O God in heaven, look down and mark the kiss 

I press upon her lips, in prayer! 
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AT LAST 

The day is worrying 

Toil and care; 
The day is hurrying 

Everywhere ; 
The day is a never 

Receding throng; 
The day is ever 

A day too long; 
So draw the curtain, my little one, 
For night is coming and day is done. 

The day's ambition 
Is never stilled ; 
And day's volition 

Not quite fulfilled ; 
'Tis fierce endeavor 
And rude rebuff; 
The mad day never 
Has money enough ; 
For day is strife and the night is rest, 
O soul of my soul, upon thy breast. 
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THE WARNING OF THE LEAF 

A few dead leaves come hurrying 

Adown the city street, 
In dusty eddies scurrying, 
Some scarlet leaves come hurrying — 
(Oh, passing pang of worrying! 

The summer still is sweet.) 
A few dead leaves come hurrying 

Adown the vacant street. 



THE ARCHER'S RETURN 

I am come home to rest, dear, 
The day is done at last, 

I tried to do my best, dear, 
I was outclassed, outclassed! 

I thought to come with gold, dear, 
A wreath of laurel, too ; 

I started forth so bold, dear. 
Inspired so by you. 

But here you see me now, dear — 
Look, tliough you look to frown • 

No laurel on my brow, dear. 
And courage broken down. 

Your arms are open wide, dear? 

And tears are in your eyes? 
You'll take me to your side, dear, 

Who did not win the prize. 
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THE EARTHQUAKE 



I wonder if somedmes the prairies, arousing 
From Issadiar's placid contentment 
With service, in sudden resentment, 
Awake from their drowsing. 
And seeing the cloud reaching summits that tower 
Untentcd, unserving, above them. 
Bleak, barren, are emulous of them; 
Till, conscious of power 
Long dormant, incited by promptings infernal, 
The giant breast trembles, volcanic, 
The fettered soul wrestles. Titanic, 
To change the eternal. 



THE KNIGHT ERRANT 

The leaves and the branches all point in one way, 
And I go the other. 
Oh, joy of the tempest and storm. 
While the blood is still warm! 
Away and away through the gray, 
Without woman or brother 
Or friend any other: 
Alone in the teeth of the gale. 
While the cypresses wail 
And the coward clouds sail: 
Follow me, follow me, 
And be free! 
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IN ABSENCE 



mighty morning light 
From the great sun, 

Bear me in thy swift flight, 
Onnishing morning light, 
To kiss awake the bright 
Blue eyes of one 

1 love, O morning light 
From the great sun. 

II 

My soul, love-piloted, 

Doth fly to thee. 
Through the thin ether sped, 
I fly, love-piloted. 
And lay my truant head 

Upon thy knee. 
My soul, love-piloted. 

Doth fly to thee. 

Ill 

Sweetheart, the stars are shining 

On thee and me. 
Far from thy arms reclining — 
Sweetheart, the stars arc shining — 
Our thoughts mount upward, twining. 

Peace be with thee. 
Sweetheart, the stars are shining 

On thee and me. 
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LOVE AND TIME 

It is coining! it is coming! 

The hour when we shall meet! 
Comes a vision from the gloaming, 

That is ravishingly sweet. 

Two lovely maids, with outstretched arms, 

Dance on with Time between. 
He joys to feel their rosy palms; 

His own are old and lean ; 
And loves are garlanding his head 

With roses white and roses red. 

Oh, the hour is budding, bursting! 

To the ecstasy of bliss, 
When our lips shall quench their thirsting 

With the nectar of a kiss. 

They tweak his beard, they make him gay, 

As down the path he moves. 
His scythe is deftly snatched away 

By troops of waggish loves ; 
And one so active, young, and lithe. 

Looks wondering at the old man's scythe. 

Oh, mark the zephyrs, flinging 

Sweetest roses on the place. 
Where our arms shall circle, clinging 

In tumultuous embrace! 
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And, following close, a mighty tr^n 

Of godlike forms appear. 
Of splendid women, perfect men, 

Erect, superb, sincere! 
With fluttering ribbons round its girth. 

They hurry on the heavy earth. 

It is coming! coming! whether 

Earth shall stay or earth shall move. 

That our souls shall glide together 
In the harmony of love, 

Shall dissolve and melt together 
In the wonderment of love. 
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WOOED AND WON 

He wooed and his love was living flame. 

Oho! 
He pledged the stars, invoked the Name, 
And wondered the worlds moved on the same. 
All for a still-eyed little dame; 

Man's love! 

But still impassive, with sidelong glance, 

Ah, me! 
She gazed at his wild extravagance. 
The flame slipped into her soul by chance 
And she jrielded herself in a sort of trance ; 

Woman's love! 

The flame swept on ('tis the way of flame) 

Oho! 
She gazed and wondered, the still-eyed dame — 
Oh, fierce, exultant joy of the game. 
When the stakes are power and wealth and fame ! 

Man's love! 

Power and wealth and fame and — fall. 

Ah, me! 
A soul of shame and a heart of gall, 
A wild-eyed look for a hole to crawl, — 
And she loved him, clung to him, through it all ! 

Woman's love! 
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FASCINATION 

Night's blackness on the lake! 

Water and sky all black! 
Up-rear the waves and break; 

Slip grinding, clutching, back. 

" Ho ! my little lady, 
With the spirit face, 
Dress of white, dancing light. 
Trip we to the place. 
See, my little maidie, 
On the promenade 
'Long the shore, more and more 
Couples gayly clad." 

The clouds, they growl and mutter. 
The wind blows in ! blows in ! 

Our garments flap and flutter. 
The spray comes ghostly thin. 

" See, my little lady, 
Spirit slipping leash. 
Dazzling white, the electric light 
Lines the lively beach. 
Ho! my little maidie. 
Take me by the hand. 
Screaming go to and fro. 
Elf-like, o'er the sand." 
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One eye, *twixt sky and wave, 
A lurid light doth fling — 

Some lighthouse set to save? 
Some hydra beckoning ? 

" See, my little lady. 
Oh, thy angel grace! 
All have flown, we're alone. 
Spirits of the place. 
Ho! my little maidie. 
Closer clasp my hand: 
Dare we trip, fear to slip. 

Further down the sand ? " 
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QUATRAINS 

Once I ascended to a mountain head, 
Along the west an angry line of red 
Showed where the furnace fires of human life, 
Glowing above the rim, were never dead. 

Asleep, the savage hunter of the day. 
The little timid stars began to stray. 
Nibbling among the meadows of the sky. 
Out of their penfold in the milky way. 

Who, in the net of circumstance immeshed. 
Threshing the empty wheat so often threshed. 
Hath not looked upward to the quiet stars. 
And, word receiving none, gone on refreshed ? 

ye who fancy's treacherous sails unfurl. 
Adventuring your diamond for the Pearl 

Of Greatest Price ; what, think ye, shall ye find 
Half so delightful as a rosy girl? 

And Omar's sacred juice ; I must admit 
The sparkle of its fellowship and wit: 

1 drink to Omar's spirit: faugh! the taste! 
It has so many bitter tears in it. 

Ye say I make of sensuous joys the whole — 
I, who behold the midnight heavens roll 
In everlasting majesty above 
And feel their influence: enjoy the soul! 
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Is it illusion, when with vision new, 
Out of the bonds of flesh the soul slips through 
And seems to nestle in the breast of God, 
And feel his heart throbs: ay, enjoy this tool 



Oh, is there anything besides a longing? 

Amid the wheeling worlds one firm spot where 
The soul can anchor? Are we only wronging 

The helpless silence with our praise and prayer? 



Oh, to throw o£F the incubus! 

Oh, to laugh long and free as though I had blonde, 

curly hair! 
Not to care a damn for men or fate. 
To feel myself an elemental force, one with rain, 

sunshine, and wind! 
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DAMNED 

Shrieking, I ran through the wood, 

Pursued ! 
Hissing and growling increased; 
Slime of serpent and beast 
The horrible pathway greased ; 

I was their food ! their food ! 

Shrieking, I ran through the wood. 

Tree-trunks writhing as snakes ; 

Earthquakes 
Rumbled and grumbled around; 
Leopard came with a bound; 
Fire-eyed, silent, a hound; 

Tall, green brakes, the brakes! 

Coiled at my heels, as snakes. 

Shrieking, I ran through the wood, 

Pursued ! 
The bum and the bridge : up ! up ! 
A fury leered with a cup : 
I — I drank it up ! 

While they howled : " Our food, our food ! " 

Exulted : " Our food, our food ! " 

I — yielded me there in the wood. 



Slowly out of the well 

Of hell. 
Fearful, frantic, I climbed 
On a single rope belimed. 
Smoking and scorched and slimed 

With the horrors of hell, of hell ! 

Slowly I crawled up the well. 
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Hissed at my feet a flame: 

" Reclaim, 
Leap for the flying soul I " 
Frantic, I clutched a bole, 
Drew me out of the hole, 

Above the flame! the flame! 

And the breath of the morning came. 

Almost out of the well 

Of hell. 
The flame (for I turned! I turned!) 
A phantom woman, burned. 
Naked, her long arms yearned, 

Loosened my grasp, I fell 

Down the fiery well. 

Back to the pit of hell. 



I was clear of the brood 

Of the dismal wood; 

Faint was the hiss and yell 

From the pit of hell ; 

None to compel. 

None to compel, 

I — I yielded myself their food 

In the dismal wood; 
I — I loosened my grasp and fell 
Back into hell. 
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EBB TIDE 

Miles upon miles of sweating sand 
And rotting seaweed and a nameless ooze, 
And overhead, unchanging as remorse. 
The sun bums down. 

O Christ, how desolate! 

Far o£F across the hopeless waste 
The sluggish sea lies impotent. 

O thou, who liftest up the waters as a little thing, 
Come back I Come back! 
Thou power, whose filaments reach out and find 
The tiniest atom in the uttermost of space. 
Come back! Come back! 

Send forth thy flood tides, thundering, 
Thy proud-necked, white-maned coursers, 
Charging up the sands. 

Cover this reek and wrack, this failure manifest, 

Beneath thy cool, capacious waves. 

In whose regenerating flow 

All fair and foul grow only fair! 
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Fill the small crannies in the rocks, the little pools. 

And make them beautiful. 

The long, lank locks of seaweed shall float out 

Free as the tresses of a dancing child. 

The little sea-anemones shall flaunt 

Their pretty fringes, and from snails and barnacles 

Pale, timid arms and mouths shall venture. 

All the dead shore, expectant, waits. 
Come back ! Come back ! 

Thou rising tide, thou vital flood, thou spirit im- 
manent. 
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HOPE 

Whether above the portal 
That lets out at the further end of life, 
Whence issuing we kiss our child and wife, 
Is written, Life Immortal, 
We do not know; 
We hope. 

Whether eternal being, 
Conscious, creative, doth all life immerse, 
Filling with meaning all the universe, 
All-loving and all-seeing. 
We do not know; 
We hope. 

How little is our knowing! 
We know the fleeting moment's consciousness, 
And more, we know the best thing in it; yes, 
All that makes it glowing 
Is not what we know, 
But hope. 
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THE VISION 

Oh I a mighty wind was rushing, 
And I would my soul were free, 

Free to follow with the whirlwind 
Over land and over sea. 

And behold ! I wished so strongly 
That my prayer was granted me. 

For I struggled with my fetters, 
And anew my soul was bom, 

And I rode upon the whirlwind, 
And I gloried in the storm. 

Till I rested on a mountain 
Where I waited for the mom. 

And behold ! the east was opened 
In a pathway to the vast, 

And there issued from the crimson 
All the nations of the past. 

All the nations of the future. 
From the first man to the last. 

As I looked, one struck his servant; 

No one turned aside to save. 
And he fell athwart the pathway; 

There was none to dig his grave- 
And the caravan moved slower 

For the body of the slave. 
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Then a voice came from the distance, 
From the haze beyond my sight; 

I could hardly catch its accents, 
But it spoke for truth and right. 

Lo! throughout that mighty army 
Every head was bathed in light. 

So, in all that wondrous army. 

There was no man wrought alone. 

With the weight of one man's sorrow 
All that followed seemed to groan. 

For one woman's shame and sorrow 
All the multitude did moan. 

For one hand that burst its fetters 
Were a thousand raised on high; 

For one song of joyous triumph, 
What an anthem smote the sky — 

What an anthem for that single song 
That trembled to the skyl 



And again the wind was rushing. 
And it bore me from the vast ; 

From that mighty song of triumph. 
To my narrow home at last — 

To my prison in the present. 
In the future, and the past. 
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UPLIFT 

Still through my wanderings thou ne'er forsakest 
me; 

Through the long avenue I hear thee calling; . 
Softly thou nearest and by the hand takest me; 

On the dark cypresses thy splendor falling. 

Then at thy bidding I raise my eyes ; overhead 
Streams through thy green temple windows the 
morning ; 

Sweet is the meadow's smell, lily and clover bed, 
Sweet is the music of sky birds, earth scorning. 

Oh, in that moment of rapture upspringeth a 
Tremulous song to my lips of thanksgiving ; 

Gone is the darkness now ; all my soul singeth a 
Psalm for the wonder, the glory of living! 



THE BROWN THRASHER 

When you see me in the dust 

Of the roadway burrowing. 
Fairly frantic in my lust 

To be low and groveling. 
Turn away in your disgust 

That my birdhood I unwing ; 
Call me, poet, if you must, 

A debased and vulgar thing ; 
All I ask is, linger just 

Long enough to hear me sing! 
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REVULSION 

Argue the case no more; 

I know, I know, I know; 
You have reached the core 
With your ferret lore; 

I grant that the thing is so: 
Argue the case no more. 

The core of God and souls — 
With your ferret features thin. 

And the socket holes 

Where your eyes, like coals, 
Glow from the fires within — 

The core of God and souls! 

Of course it all is true: 
The starry heavens glow 

Without reference to 

Little me and you : 
They are all an empty show: 

Of course it all is true. 

But oh, the sweet delight, 
In the days that used to be. 

When the stars were bright 

On a summer's night. 
Just for her and me: 

Oh, the sweet delight! 
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Cause and e£Eect, I know, 
Our little hates and blames. 

We are bom and grow 

As the seeds we sow, 

And right and wrong are — names: 

Cause and effect, I know. 

But oh, the flaming light 
That once was in my soul, 

To rise in might 

For God and right. 

And make the sick world whole: 

Oh, the flaming light! 

Argue the case no more; 

It is plain enough ; but oh 
That the inmost core 
Of all our lore 

Is to know that we can not know! 
I Argue the case no more. 
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TITANIA 

It is not Love but Nature that is blind, 
Who mured a flaming eagle soul, alas ! 
Within the silly body of an ass. 

To be the easy butt of all mankind. 

The soaring aspirations of the mind, 
Uttered in raucous braying, lightly pass 
For greedy gossip of his oats and grass. 

O fettered soul, be patient and resigned. 

They think I do not see the monstrous ears, 
The hairy face, thick lips, and servile guise ; 

Nor know that from his anguished soul none hears 
So terribly as I his longing cries 

Issue in braying. Oh, their foolish jeers! 
Love is not blind — they do not see his eyes. 
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PAST NOON 

O love, dear love, the hot hours ran apace, 
And noon is over ; now a freshening air 
Revives our morning courage; let us dare 

Once more our journey to the unknown place. 

And calmly now, with sweetly solemn pace. 
Our hearts still glowing and within us prayer, 
Deeper into the forest let us fare, 

Along the darkening road that none retrace. 

Oh, in that wood, what gleam our way shall mark ? 

What star shall pierce the slow encroaching night? 
Dearest, in our two souls resides a spark. 

To set aglow a torch of purest light. 
Before that love-light from our eyes the dark 

Will vanish and the forest way grow bright. 
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THE FLOW OF CONSCIOUSNESS 

And Psyche, pausing on that lonely shore, 

Looked down upon the streaming, upward flow 
Of water, welling from the sands below. 

She saw bright bubbles from the ocean's floor 

Rise to the surface, open out, and pour 
Again into the womb that gave. And so. 
Commingled with her own reflection, go 

Stray fragments of the ocean's mighty lore: 

As — what was that! A sea-anemone? 

A starfish? urchin? Gone before a word 
Could speak its name. A cuttlefish, maybe, 

Inky and foul, and then a snaky herd 
Of little writhing shapes. Then, extasy! 

The passing image of a great, white bird ! 
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DEATH AND THE SCULPTOR • 

In appreciation of Daniel C. French's memorial of 
Martin Milmore, in Forest Hills Cemetery, Boston. 

" Not yet, thou mighty presence, who hast come 
So silent and unsummoned ; nay, not yet! 
Dost thou not fathom how my soul is set 

Upon my task? One blow, and then my dumb, 

Unfinished sphinx had spoken, told the sum 
Of my life's meaning. O thou woman, let 
Me finish. Still thy arm is stretched to get 

My tool? Inexorable; yea, I come." 

" Workman, beneath my cowl voluminous. 

There is no hidden terror, only rest. 
Though from my country is no exodus, 

Look thou into my eyes and find thy quest. 
My face is as thy sphinx's: knowing us, 

Thou'lt solve her old enigma on my breast." 
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IN THE HOSPITAL 

I roamed the fields at large, nor noticed how 
The sky arched over me ; the clouds might pass, 
The treetops sway, and seas of summer grass 

Billow and whiten in the wind, the plow 

Turn up the long, black furrow ; but my brow. 
With thoughts turned inward, worries that har- 

rass 
The mind, was so contracted then, alas! 

I never saw with open eyes till now. 

For now a helpless invalid, before 
Yon narrow window, oh, how much I see 

In solemn clouds slow sailing hour by hour. 
And shifting sunlight changing lawn and tree! 

I marvel that I never entered more 
The wonderland that once was all so free. 
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TO PAIN 

O Pain, I will not chide thee even while 
Thy hand is on me and my flesh doth cry 
To the dim gods for mercy, asking why 

Thou torturest and how to reconcile 

Thyself and God, my dumb, blind arms the while 
Groping in vacancy: thou raisest thy 
Dark stole, and infinite compassion I 

Behold behind thy searching gaze and smile. 

For through thy gaze, by some telepathy. 
The pure life of the spirit is revealed, 

Of love and graciousness and sympathy — 
Stars by the lusty glow of health concealed — 

And on my inward ear a symphony 

From all thy touch hath purified is pealed. 
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BENT 

Behind me is the land; 

Before, the sea. 
We kissed upon the sand — 
Behind me is the land/ 
Some power, dark and grand, 

Impelling me. 
Behind me is the land ; 

Before, the sea. 



INSPIRATION 

The vibrant ether that enwombs the spheres 
Informeth me. I dwell, beyond the years. 
Where time is seen illusion, and the grave. 
O soul of man, my acolyte, be brave! 
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THE WEB OF LIGHT 

Methought that once in spirit 

I lay within a wood, 
And over all the landscape 

Brooded the peace of God. 
In hazy autumn largeness, 

The sun glowed still and bright: 
Two angels floated down his beams 

Bearing a web of light 

A web of light unbroken 

And reaching to the sun ; 
But I seemed to know the pattern 

It should have when all was done. 
And lo ! the long web trembled, 

And a voice that seemed to cleave 
My inmost being thrilled its threads 

With this one message: "Weave! 

" From the pattern known within thee. 

On the peril of thy soul, 
Weave, and weave well ; thy weaving 

May make or mar the whole." 
And awe and wonder thrilled me, 

For in my fingers lay 
A single thread of living light 

To work with through the day. 

Oh, glory of the vision ! 

I seemed to rise, upborne 
On unseen wings, still wearing, 

In the stillness of the mom. 
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And the sun glowed milder^ larger, 
Goal of my radiant way; 

Till fair and white before my sight 
The holy city lay. 

Oh, music, soiEt, celestial! 

Oh, minarets and towers. 
Flashing unending sunrise 

From dawns transcending ours! 
In the afterglow of vision, 

Uplift above the clod, 
My soul floats on to greet the sun. 

Bathed in the peace of God. 
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THE ANCIENT SEA 

I 

The waves are baffled and tumble back, 

As I dream beside the sea; 
And I think of the changes time hath wrought, 

And the cities that used to be ; 
Of Tyre, of Athens, of Viking ships. 

Of Homer and Paul and me: 
We tumble away like a baffled spray. 

But the sea is still the sea. 

n 

Upon its hard sands breaking. 

In ceaseless monotone, 
I hear through sleep and waking. 

The ocean throb and moan. 
And such voice as it now is giving. 

In the gray and chill of dawn. 
It spake ere I was living, 

It will speak when I am gone. 
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A VOICE FROM THE DEEP 

I hear the ocean roaring, 

I see the sea-birds soaring, 

I wander slow amid the rocks, 

I watch the seaweeds shake their locks. 

Thy throbbing accent sinks 

Into my soul, O Sphinx! 

Ocean, full of mystery, 
The old conundrum asking me. 

" I broke upon this shore," 

1 hear its solemn roar, 

" When the fields where thou dost fare 

Were rock-peaks, grim and bare; 

When first creation's strife 

Brought forth the germ of life. 

In some far sunken chasm 

The primal protoplasm. 

And still, when mist and gloom 

Shall shroud creation's tomb, 

I throb as I do now — 

And thou " 

Here, in this tiny pool, 

Left by the falling tide; 
Here, in this crevice cool. 

What questions thou dost hide. 

Here dwell, content for space 
The first created race. 
The snail in spiral shell 
Some simple, plasmic cell. 
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Food for the barnacle's open lid, 

Gonophore, cockle, corynid; 

Mute kindred from the slimc 

Traced back through voids of time — 

Kindred in life to me, 

In death and mysterJ^ 

They live their lives, nor know 

That round, above, below. 

Thou dost sustain them, sea. 

In thine immensity. 

Hark ! from thy monotone 

Came there a whispering? 
Hast thou an answer shown 

To thine own questioning? 

I hear thy breakers roll 
Thy answer to my soul. 

O man," I hear thee say. 

The soul that I obey. 
The life that fills the immense 
Beyond thy ken of sense, 
Sustaineth thee and me 
In his infinity." 
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THE KEY WORD 

Sometimes — I cannot reason it ; no proof within it 
lies; 

No syllable of evidence to solve life's mysteries — 

But sometimes comes a quiet hour, a Sunday, if you 
will, 

When the old pagan god of light who named the 
day doth fill 

The earth and heaven till they seem to fairly over- 
flow 

And battledore and shuttlecock the bright beams to 
and fro. 

The noon wind barely whispers, every trembling 
treetop glints. 

Even cobwebs dangling near me dare to flash pris- 
matic tints; 

Where'er I look a sense of light and glowing color 
comes. 

Never was such dazzling scarlet as my wife's ge- 
raniums ; 

Now all turned back like rabbit's ears the apple 
leafage springs. 

Listening to the whispered message which the sum- 
mer south wind brings. 

So I lie there in my slowly swinging hammock, look- 
ing through 

The chinks of my great elm tree to the everlasting 
blue ; 
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Forgotten all my questionings — those arguments 

that run 
Round and round in vicious circle, no solution hit 

upon — 
The wearying conundrum, God and evil in the 

world ; 
Or is there any consciousness within causation 

furled? 
Does the soul survive the body? What purpose is 

in life? 
Is peace the consummation? Is the heart of being 

strife ? 
In such moments comes a feeling — no argument at 

all- 
Just a sense as of some presence like the glow suf- 
fusing all ; 
As sometime when a boy at school I felt myself a 

dunce 
As I wrestled with some knotty Latin sentence, all 

at once — 
*Mid its gerunds and gerundives all a dizzy maze to 

me, 
And its nouns and verbs and adjectives declining to 

agree. 
Out of which no sense whatever could be conjured 

to appear — 
The key word flashed upon me and the meaning all 

was clear. 
So in this sense of presence my soul abides content; 
I feel the hidden meaning of the mazy argument ; 
The long and tortuous sentence comes at last to 

period. 
The key word rising to my lips, resolving all — just 

God! 
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EVENTIDE 

Come to me at even, dearie ; 

Small, wrinkled fingers 
Steal into my palm again, 

While the day lingers. 

Yonder lies the home, dearie, 

WeVe loved together; 
Yonder is the setting sun, 

Red for fair weather. 

All the storms have blown away, 

With the day*s failing; 
Sea-breeze rippling down the bay; 

All is plain sailing. 

Yonder, in the fading red. 

Little lights of heaven ; 
Gray head to gray head — 

Come to me at even. 
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THE THREAD OF GOLD 

The winds blew high and the winds blew low, 

My lady! 
The new grass out of the earth did grow, 
We watched the crystalline waters flow, 
The crocus come, the anemone blow, 

My lady, O my lady! 

They told us it was the month of May, 

My lady ! 
The grassy meadows were all for play. 
We trusted everything they did say. 
For our hearts were full of the wine of May, 

My lady, O my lady! 

The bugle sounded, the maddening drum, 

My lady! 
They closed around me and bade me come 
To war, to glory, to martyrdom ! 
I fought, I followed after the drum. 

My lady, O my lady! 

In a lofty palace I saw the great. 

My lady ! 
They moved in serene and awful state. 

Christ, how I longed to be where they sate ! 
And I beat my head on the wicket gate. 

My lady, O my lady! 

The winds blow high and the winds blow low. 

My lady ! 
The clouds are heavy, and through the snow 

1 hardly sec the way to go: 

Thou art all that is left to me here below. 
My lady, O my lady! 
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THE VIRTUOSO 

" The sky is bright above," you say: 
It might have been so, yesterday. 
And birds are singing on the tree, 
And brooks are ringing merrily. 
But then the sky was overcast, 
And angry clouds were drifting past. 
Ah! yes; the sky is bright, today: ' 
It might have been so, yesterday. 

A thousand voices praise me — nay ; 
They might have praised me, yesterday. 
They herald name and fame for me. 
My honors come so easily. 
But then, I struggled on, unknown. 
And life was all a monotone. 
A laurel leaf, a single spray. 
Had meant so much on yesterday. 

I have the world for friend, today: 
I had my darling, yesterday. 
How had these skies been her delight 
Who struggled with me through my night. 
How had these voices of acclaim 
Thrilled her who only heard my blame. 
The world may love or hate, today: 
My darling loved me, yesterday. 
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BY THE LILY POND 

Water-arrows with white spikes of blossom, 
Great pond-lilies, basking in the sun, 

Pink, blue, white, ye pour into my bosom 
Ecstasy of beauty, every one. 

How I feel your sweet, unconscious being 
Steal upon me as our spirits kiss! 

Dimly understand Nirvana's freeing, 
Self-oblivion in cosmic bliss. 

Bask beneath the summer sun, O flowers ; 

Bask within my soul in loveliness, 
Spirit blossoms, all my winter hours. 

Blessing me and wooing me to bless. 
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NEVER MIND 

Morning after the night, dear; 

After the rain, the sun; 
After the stubborn fight, dear. 

Tell of a battle won. 
Gold comes out of the flame, dear; 

Harvest from seed broadcast; 
Betsinda may weep in her donjon-keep, 

Giglio will come at last. 

Tumble and rise and fall, dear. 

Mother loves just the same; 
Try to laugh through it all, dear. 

It's a part of the game; 
Just a part of the game, dear. 

May as well laugh as weep. 
May as well play to the end of the day. 

After it all is sleep. 
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NOW SLEEP 

The day is done, 
Poor tired heart, 
Now sleep; 
Tomorrow's sun 
Tomorrow's smart 
May keep. 

Time, time enow, 
When it shall fall, 
To weep; 
But now, but now. 
Forget it all 
And sleep. 
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REQUIEM 

One lieth on the grass 

In perfect peace: 
The stars like tapers pass 

Above him on the grass, 
The low winds whisper mass 

They swell, they cease. 
One lieth on the grass 

In perfect peace. 
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